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Summary: The UNSC Thermopylae is dragged through slipspace with a 
covenant dreadnought, and to the psychologically unstable soldier 
Corporal Justin Fraser, it means he's about to be sucked into a 
hellish nightmare and forced to survive merciless horrors. 


1 . Chapter 1 

_**Your Time Will Come**_ 

_Chapter One:_ 

**1235 Hours, November 11th, 2552 (Military Calendar) /UNSC 
Destroyer: * *_Thermopylae_* * , in defensive cluster around Planet 
Earth . ** 

Captain Joseph Curthoys Stood in front of the foreword view screen of 
the bridge. 

He was proud standing in his new ship, it was pressed, and made ready 
for combat less then 2 weeks ago, and it was like new. The Captain 
had seen much combat, but from a different point of view, behind 5 
meters of hard Titanium A. 

He tapped a few commands on his view screen. A strong male voice 
boomed through the bridge, and above a small circular panel, the 
holographic figure of a Greek man stood, in full Greek battle Armor. 
"I heard that" he said calmly. "Leonidas, I need you to do a 
calibration check on the archer pods, some men down in engineering 
reported there were some errors earlier." 

"Already done sir, " The AI replied as it vanished back into the 
panel. The Captain Examined the defensive cluster around earth, it 
was built as hard as stone, since Reach fell from the covenant. Earth 
began building up its defensive, it was now two times stronger then 
the defense of reach, with a fleet several times bigger. And since 
that ... Spartan found the new technology, the UNSC has begun the 



process of upgrading ours. 


The Captain scowled, the thought of one of those super powered freaks 
filled his mind with despair, and humans can win this war without 
them. It pained him even more to know that one was on 
bored . 

Leonidas popped back from the panel; a dim red light from his base 
color filled the small corner of the bridge, "Check done sir. The 
archer pods are having some wiring errors, it's beyond software 
treatment, I can call some human personnel down there to fix it if 
you wish sir." "Do it." He said, "And make sure there is no screwing 
around with them whatsoever." "Aye Sir" Leonidas said as he 
disappeared again. 

The captain continued review the ships files, this was a beautiful 
ship, although in appearance it was no different from any other 
destroyer. It was armed to the teeth with explosive and ballistic 
weapons, the triple MAC gun was hidden safely under the ships belly, 
and there were enough extra AA guns and 90 caliber turrets around the 
ship to keep it safe from Seraph fighters, but the most beautiful 
addition to this shipaC | was the quadruple alphabet Archer pod missile 
rows, every single other destroyer had two, but this one had A threw 
Z twice on each side. 

He smiled, the thought of unleashing over 100 archer pods filled him 
with enjoyment. He looked around the bridge, its circular design was 
mildly empty, and he had not set any plants or a couch to rest during 
downtime up yet. But overall, it was nice. 

The captain began strolling around the bridge, he bent down and 
looked over a new ensigns view screen, the young bridge officer 
hesitated, and then continued with his work. The Captain continued 
with his stroll, the Ensign was in control of the MAC cannon. 

The captain returned to his position in the front of the bridge. The 
constantly flashing holographic icons that automatically reviewing 
the ships inner systems, it flashed red indicating an error, Curthoys 
leaned closer to see what, it was; It indicated that the panel 
covering the archer pods wiring had been removed. _I guess Leonidas 
had gotten some specialists down to the Archer pods._ 

"Uha€|Sir" the young bridge officer abruptly said out loud. The 
Captain turned around and looked at the young officer, "What is it 
ensign?" "There is something on the edge of the system, 
something ... biga€ | "Show Me," the captain said as he awaited the 
reading to appear on his main NAV screen. The ensign typed a few 
commands on his console, and an image appeared on the Captains 
central view screen. 

It showed a crude image of earth, with one or two small ships meant 
to symbolize the massive fleet, but then ensign was right, there was 
somethingaC | only 3 million kilometers from the fleetaC | "Ensign" The 
Captain called out; "Get me a detailed image of that disturbance, and 
get fleet command to the Cairo, warn themaC | He was interrupted, 

"Sir! We're getting a message _from_ the Cairo! Should I put it on 
speaker?" "Do it" the Captain said" The picture of Lord Hoord 
appeared on his view screen, instantly he could tell there was 
trouble, " 



"Captain, you're off course with you're trajectory, link up with the 
fleet, and form a defensive perimeter around the cluster of Ships" 
Ships!? Though Curthoys, that could only mean one thing. Covenant, 
"Yes Sir!" The Captain said. Lord Hoord nodded and he disappeared 
from the view screen, the Captain sprung into action. "Navigations! 
Get my trajectory Zero Niner Niner eight Zero!" "Yes Sir!" he officer 
shouted without even glancing at the Captain, he turned to his 
Weapons Op, "Charge the Mac cannon." 

"I can't do a thing unless you go get a wire stripper!" shouted 
Private Laffarier. "We don't need the wire stripper, just disconnect 
them at the plug in, and re connect wires A-F in the appropriate 
slots!" shouted back Corporal Justin Fraser. The young private 
grumbled and continued leaning into the square hole in the 
wall . 

Justin moaned, he hated going down here, below him has 5 meters of 
Titanium A, that's it, no other rooms to protect him, not only that, 
but the room down here was dark and depressing, with only the 
radioactive glow of pipes, and dim red lights, and the air was in 
desperate need of air scrubbers, "Their we go!" said Private 
Laffarier as he backed off from the panel, and pulled a small primer 
on the side of the wall. A dim blue light came to life inside the 
gap, singling that the archer pods are now operational. "Good as 
New 

Justin got up and walked toward the private. The private gave him a 
concealed scowl. He ignored it, and began looking over his work, 
everything was in order. It had done it right. "You did it right" 
Justin said to Laffarier. "Lets go," He said, ignoring the private's 
obvious urge for a thank-you. A sudden shock went threw Justin as he 
was flung to the floor, the lights flickered, then turned off. Justin 
raised his head, there was close to zero visibility. "What the hell" 
Laffarier muttered. A muffled hum filled the air as the lights 
fluttered back to life. 

Justin turned around Laffarier was their, looking around. "Maybe I 
should check the wires again." He said as he turned back to the 
panel, the lights dimmed again. " Never mind that, were getting out 
of here." Justin said to Laffarier. Laffarier nodded and shut the 
panel; the two went up the maintenance stairways for 3 decks. 

Justin turned a corner and looked back down the stairwell, Laffarier 
was talking to one of the female engineers on deck 2, _Lazy bastard 
_Justin thought. He proceeded down the corridor, and stepped over an 
open airlock. A sudden burst of pressure caught him from behind in an 
instant the room was unbelievably hotter then it was a moment 
ago . 

He started feeling himself being pulled backwards, the airlock behind 
him sealed, and the room returned to normal pressure, with no 
"vacuum" pulling him back. He quickly got up and tried to pry the 
door open. "Laffarier!" he shouted at the top of his lungs. No 
response. "LAFFARIER!" he shouted again. No response again. 

"What the hell is going on?" Justin muttered to himself. 


2 . Chapter 2 



*Note, chapter one was written in 2006, chapter 2, is essentially 
being written in 2009, a list of changes have been made, as well as 
my writing ability has Improved: 

-Leonidas is now Marty, and his holographic shape is nothing but a 
large male face. 

**Chapter 2** 

_**November 11** **th** **, 2552, Aboard UNSC Thermopylae, Deck 

3 . * *_ 

Fraser looked about the stairwell, now sweating. _Should I go back 
down their? _He was sweating profusely; he set his hand on the 
railing and leaned on it. 

Wow it's hota€ | maybe a misfire on the MAC? Jesus it's hota€ | . 

He smelt smokeaC i he looked around for traces of ita€ ! found none and 
returned his view to his hand. Smoke seeped from the underside. 
Shocked, in one quick motion he withdrew his hand, he grasped it an 
let out a briefly cry of pain, smoke was rising from his body now 
tooa€ | he tried to clamber up the steps but he slipped and his body 
collided with the boiling staircase, he screamed and tried to grasp 
something to lift himself up with, everything was so damn hota€ | he 
used his palms and pushed himself up from the staircase, smoke rose 
from his body, lines from the staircase edges in his clothes, and 
massive burnt flesh on his hands, he bolted up the stairs, got to the 
doorway to level 3, pushed open the doora€ | which wound up falling 
off the melting hinges. 

He ran down the hallway, desperately trying to get to the first air 
locked room, he screamed againaC | _what was cooking me alive? How?_ 
His run turned into a very fast limpa€| his clothes were melting, he 
felt his medals melting to his chest_a€ | 5 metersa€ |_He limped 
closer, and dovea€ i he looked at the wall beside which held the 
controls to the airlock and slammed ita€ ! 

The door closeaC i it took seconds for the rooms temperature to 
coola€ | he sat on his knees heavily breathing, he fell forward on his 
stomach and chestaC i he sat for a moment before realizing that he was 
pressing his steaming hot clothes and skin against hard metal. He 
pushed himself up immediately and examined himselfa€| shakingaC | _Am 
I scared? Or is this because I'm severely injured?_ 

He examined his hands, one massive black line went horizontally 
through his palms from when he had pushed himself off the staircase, 
and several others ran through his a fourth none existent 
clothingaC | 

"Helpa€|" he whispereda€| he waited a momenta€ | _Oh Christ what will 
my face look like?!?_ "HELP!" He screamed, and a few more after that, 
eventuallyaC | the good hardworking motherfuckers on this ship decided 
to come see who was fanatically screaming, surprisingly casuallya€| 
He'll never forget their expressions... 

~k ~k ~k 


3 men wheeled him on a stretcher, yelling "Move!" and "Lookout!" to 
any person they saw. He was blacking outa€ | he could feel ita€ | he 



did blackout. He was suddenly being given an electric shock. _0h shit 
did I just die? ShameaC i _ 

_I'm back now tha€ | Oh, nevermindaC | here I go againa€|_ 

The electricity pulsed through him againaC i this time he jolted 
upwards, screamed while blood poured from his mouth soaking his 
chest . 

The doctor jabbed a needle into his neck and this time he did just 
black out. 

_**January 3rd, 2534, Planet Churchill, planetary evacuation .* *_ 

The 15 year old Justin stood next to his dad among a massive crowed 
of yelling people. Some held their babies in the air yelling things 
like "Take him!" or "You Have room!" Justin knew he was getting on 
however . 

Colonel Fraser pushed men, women, and children aside while never 
letting go of Justin's hand, they got to the loading point on the 
pelican where several Marines guarded the back exitaC | He attempted 
to push past one, assuming the marine knew who he was, he was 
viciously pushed back. He however rebounded back and grabbed the 
insignia on his chest and shoved it towards the marines face. 

The man side stepped and allowed Cln. Fraser and Justin 
through . 

"Dad couldn't we let some othe". His Father immediately turned and 
coldly said 

"No". He brought him up to the pelican and lifted him into it, 
ignoring the fact that he easily could of done so himself. 

Justin turned expecting the father to climb up. Instead, he grabbed 
his shoulder. "Sona€| Justin, I have to stay and help, I have a duty, 
stay with these men, you'll be finea€|". Justin was raised by his 
father knowing he was to be a soldier, he understood dutyaC | 
buta€ | Hot tears ran down his face, he wanted to make it easier on his 
dad, but he couldn't help ita€ i 

"Dad, pleaseaC | let me stay, I can helpaC i " followed by a 
snif f a€ | 

"Noa€ | you can't JustinaCi You have a life to liveaCi you can't stay 
here and die with mea€ | " The wording changed his tears to bawling. A 
sudden powerful burst noise came from behind, the crowd ducked and 
the Colonel covered his son, he checked behind the crowd and saw a 
massive building tumble with a purple florescent machine marching 
about. He then turned back and hugged Justin. 

"I love you son, don't worryaC | your time will comeaC | " He 
immediately turned behind and ran back to the crowd and yelled at a 
marine to send the ship up. The back hatch closed, his father 
disappeared into the crowd, before it sealed all the way, he managed 
to get this out; 


"I Love you Dad!" 



~k ~k ~k 


Justin's eyes opened, a surprisingly familiar beeping noise filled 
his mind, but it was calmer. It was a heartbeat, it was HIS 
heartbeat. He rose his head up, he was in Med bay, not to severely 
bandaged sitting in a bed. He sat up and shifted his legs over the 
bed, a handheld mirror sat on the desk beside him, grabbed it and 
examined his face. 

He was surprised to see his face actually alrighta€| most of his 
buzzed hair was gone and he was very red, but other then the bandages 
on his hands he seemed alright. He was in some grey slacks as well, 
he stretched the elastic waistband and examined his plumbinga€ i No 
hair, but it seemed intact. 

He sighed in relief and ripped off the wires suctioned to his chest 
and took an IV needle out of his arm. The ship vibrated, lights 
flickered. He realized what had happened, they took a plasma torpedo 
to the underside, probably took deck one and two off the map. He 
stretched his shoulder and felt a satisfying crack. He was Ok. 

He called for someone, gently, and a nurse came from an open 
hallway . 

"You feeling alright? You're the only survivor." "Yeah" Justin said, 
he walked about, not feeling any pain. "Well" The nurse said. "Guess 
your time hasn't come yeta€ | But it willa€|Just like your 
father" 

Justin screamed, the pain was agonizing, the doctors were clambering 
around him and had him strapped to a surgical table. His arms were 
cut open with tools and wires going in and out of every direction. 
"He's Back!" A doctor yelled. "The same doctor as last time grabbed a 
needle again and attempted to stab it into his neck, he moved away 
from it very stiffly as if he had every bone in his neck and face 
flexed and hyperventilated. The doctor stabbed it into him a second 
time, it took no time at all to blackout this timea€| _None 
What-so-Fucking-Ever ._ 


End 
f ile . 



